Sweet and Dirty 


Author: lanlilithl3lb 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: Kirk Hammett, Lars Ulrich 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Feb 03 2020 01:28:06 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Sweet and Dirty 


Author's Notes: 


| hope this is close to what you wanted. 
Content warning: piss play, wetting kink 


Kirk has a secret, and his biggest fear is that someone will find out. 


It started out as a curiosity, nothing more. The internet being what it is, you could find any kind of dirty fetish 
that you desired (and maybe some you didn't) and explore the perverse side of your psyche. It really wasn't 
intentional but there was something to wetting your pants that was just primal, and set off this animal that 
growled every time he thought about it. The animal threatened to rip through his chest and claim him if he 
didn't deal with what it needed. 


Kirk didn't mean to fall into this kink, but the more porn he saw, the more it stuck with him. At first it really 
bothered him. Why go back on all those years of "toilet training?" Well, other than the rush of dirty filthy 
thoughts he got and how his heart pounded. His orgasms were so strong when he played on that side of the 


fetish. 


Which brings him to the present. Kirk was on one of his favorite porn sites, trying to find the video that would 
do it for him. He had sorted through several potential videos before selecting one. He clicked play and settled 
back in his chair to enjoy the show. 


He had drank some water earlier and his bladder was full, so he felt himself relax and started to stroke 


himself. 
"Don't piss yourself yet, you bad boy," he told himself, letting himself get lost in the moment. 
"Oh, so fucking bad. | wanna piss myself, fuck" 


He could feel his bladder begging for release but he wasn't going to allow himself to give in, not yet. He wanted 
to enjoy every moment of what he was doing and give himself a much stronger orgasm. He knew just when to 


let it go, and it wasn't time yet. 
"Fuck! Youre just gonna piss in your pants, aren't you? Fucking slut. Piss your pants, piss boy. Dirty cunt." 


Kirk keened as he felt the first spurt of piss seep out of his cock, he couldn't control it. He felt his jeans get 
warm with his piss and his cock twitched, needing imminent release. He wasn't gonna hold back his needs any 
longer. He let himself wet his jeans, pissing all over his chair and onto the floor. Then he stroked his cock even 
harder through the wetness. Finally, he felt his orgasm building to the crescendo that sent him over the edge. 
His vision went white and he came all over his pissy pants. The sensation was stronger than ever and he was 
in heaven for a few moments of pure bliss. Closing his eyes, he rode out his orgasm until it subsided and his 


breathing went back to normal. 


He might worry he will get caught someday. But maybe if Lars would catch him he would find out if he could 


explore further. Maybe even piss on Lars. The possibilities. 


Kirk smiled at the thought. Oh yes, Lars was going to do this with him. 


Litte did Kirk realize Lars was watching from the door way. 


Get Your Arms Around Me 


Author's Notes: 
SORRY it has taken me so long to update this. Life gets in the way. Anyway, this will probably be the last 
chapter of this story. 


Content warnings same as before. Watersports, dirty sex, piss kink. Heed before you proceed. 


"Ahem." 
Kirk jumped about a foot, startled to see his drummer in the doorway. "Hi Lars. So, um, whats up?" 


Lars just looked at Kirk. "Whats up with you? How long have you been holding out on me?" Kirk blushed. He'd 
been caught, and honestly just wanted to slide through the cracks in the floor. 


Sputtering, he finally managed, "Well, its kind of private and-" 
"And if its so private, why didn't you lock the door?" 


Lars had him there. "Did you want me to catch you, being all wet and dirty? You did! You wanted me to see 
you play with your piss." 


Kirk couldn't deny it. Perhaps subconsciously, he wanted to be caught in the act of playing in such a dirty way. 
Maybe he wanted Lars to indulge with him. He wanted to share this dirty secret. Besides, if Lars was okay 
with it, how could it be a bad thing? 


It was exhausting to keep up pretense of not being kinky. It was exhausting to hide it, especially when you live 
in such close quarters with three other guys. Lord knew the rest of them had their secret indulgent fantasies. 
Hell, Lars was from Europe. The kind of things Europeans get up to in the bedroom, well, Kirk had been on the 


internet. 


As he was in his reverie, Lars had crossed the room and was sitting next to Kirk The air had changed 
between them. Suddenly, hot and heavy. It was clear that if there was ever a time to do this, it was now. If 
they waited, the spell would be broken and things would go back to where they were, but they would always 


know. It might be awkward, but what wasn't? 


Kirk takes the initiative and leans in, kissing Lars full on the mouth. Lars gasps, but melts into the kiss until it 
becomes a mass of tongues and heavy breathing. Lars takes Kirk's shirt off and Kirk undoes Lars’ belt. There 
is a moment of understanding there, knowing this was the point of never going back. They acknowledge with 


their eyes that their friendship will be changed forever. 


As if making out in front of MTV didn't already signify changes to come. 
"So, dirty boy, you need to piss again?" 
Oh god. 


The words go straight to Kirk's cock A tremor, a shudder, an electric shock goes through him at the sound of 
Lars‘ voice. It was one thing to have a fantasy, but to fulfill it? He could just come from those words alone. 


"Come on, baby. | want to drown in it. Get wet for me. | know you want to. You know you want to." 


Lars places his hand on Kirk's cock and begins to stroke slowly. At this point, all Kirk can do is choke on cries 


of pleasure, knowing what hes about to do. 


A spurt, a warm stream, and a sigh of blessed relief escape from Kirk. Lars is getting wet, his remaining 
clothes are ruined, but he's too far into bliss to care. As the stream finds itself at an end, Lars takes the 
opportunity to lick up the mess off his lover. Gently, carefully, and with tenderness he doesn't normally put on 
display. He wants to be everything for his Kirk. 


Finally, he has licked the last of it that he can reach and proceeds to pump Kirk's cock again, purring words of 
encouragement, love, and praise upon his lover. Among the gasps of "Oh god, please," Kirk finds his release, his 
come mixing with his piss. Lars then jerks himself, while Kirk looks at him with intensity in his eyes. 

Soon he finds his own release. 


They don't know if they will indulge again in this secret fantasy, but for now they collapse on the bed, 
breathing in one anothers’ sweet and dirty scents, chests heaving as they come down. Yeah, things have 
changed. 


